Our fownc of Cicetet in Glpucefterfhwsc, 

But whether they be tane or flaine v»e heart rtot 
Enter Northumhkrhn&. 

Welcome my. Lord, what is the newts? .. t 

Xjrth. Firft to thy facrcd ftate wifh I all happinefle. 
The next newesis, i haue to London fent 
The headesof Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt and Kent* 

The maner oftheir.takingmay appeare 
At large difcourfed inthispapcLheere. 

King We thankc thee gentle Peicic for thy paineSj 
And to thy woorth Will addc right worthy gaines, 

Enter LordFittyedterti ' 

Fit%. My Lord,! haue from Oxford fent toLondeo: 
The heads of Broccas, and fir Renet Seely, 

T wo of the daungerou s confortcd traitors, 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

«• H n S Thy paints Fitz.lhall nor be forgot,. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

Snter U. Terete. 

Terete The grandeonfpirator Abbot of W eft minftec -• 
With clog ofconfcience andfowre melancholy 
Hathyeelded vp his body to the graue. 

But here is Carltil liuing, to abide 

Thy kingly doome* and fcntcncc of his pride# 
king. Caricil, thisisyour doome; 

Choofe out fame fecrct place, feme reuerent room© 
More th’an thou haft, and with it ioy thy life: 

Jj o as rhnti liu'ft in peace, die freefrom ftrirc. 

Tor though.mjoe enemy thou baft euer becnc, . 

High fparkes of hphouran theehaue 1 feenc. 


Enter Extort tCfhh ti e coffin, 
exton GreatKing, within this coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare : herein allbreathlefle lies 
The roigbtieft ofthy greateft enemies. 

Richard of Burdeaux,by me hither brought . 

king Exton> I thanke thee not, for thou haft w S 
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A deed of Asunder with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head and all this famous Land. 

Exton. From your ownc mouth my Lo. did I this deed. 
King. They loue not poi fon that do poifonneede. 

Nor do I thee; though I did wifti him dwad , 

3 hate the murthcrer, loue him murthcred: 

The guiltof confciencetake thouforthy labor, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour; 
WithCaynego wanderthrough made s of night. 

And neuer Ihew thy head by day nor light, 

Lordes, I proteft my foule is full of Wo, 

Thatbloud Ihould fprincle me to make me grow? 
Comemourne with me, for what I do lament, 

And put on fulleyn blacke incontinent. 

He make a voiage to the holly lande. 

To wafh this bloud off from my guiltie hand: 

March fadly after, grace my mournings hccre, 

In weeping after this yntimcly Beerc, 


FINIS' 



